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In June the two travellers set out together, and travel-
ling rapidly by Bonn, the volcanic tract of the Laacher See,
Oo"blenz, and Cassel, halted at Gottingen to geologize.
There they chanced by a curious coincidence to stumble
upon their two Prussian friends, von Oeynhausen and von
Dechen, with whom they had held the fierce argumentation
in a deluge of rain at Glencoe. " I was just about to sally
out," Murchison writes to his wife, " when little Oeynhausen
popped his nose into the room where S. and self were dress-
ing. In an instant we were in each other's arms, and I
can assure you that he kissed me on each cheek at least a
score of times. And the Professor did not come off with a
short allowance. Think of our good luck ! He with his
nouvelle mariee, mother-in-law, and Dechen with his sposa
are here. The vivacious little Prussian discovered me by
the name upon my hammer, as it hung out of the old stone-
bag in the carriage-yard." Again, he records that at Got-
tingen " Our hero (Sedgwick specially rejoiced in him) was
old Professor Blumenbach, then eighty-six years of age, on
whom we called. He told us loads of amusing anecdotes.
Among his numerous skulls he showed me one of a High-
lander sent to him by Sir George Mackenzie, and he denied
that my countrymen had higher cheek-bones than other
people. We afterwards attended his lecture of the day on
insects, and were astonished at his versatile powers, his
extraordinary action, his fine deep voice, and impressive
countenance. Whether he rolled out hard words with all
the rapidity of a youth, or thumped his desk with all the
vivacity of a youth, or suddenly paused abruptly to explain
with a broad slow ' aber, aber/ before he finished by some
reservations, I looked at him as the most original of God's intermediate between
